CHAPTER   V

BAGHDAD

IT WAS a long road that took me from the Thames to
the Tigris, twisting to and fro, through Braisne, Marseilles,
Ypres, a hospital in Wimereux, a nursing home in Lon-
don, and an aeroplane depot in Basra. While following
my humble duties, the march of world events was beyond
my ken : I knew little of the ambitions of rival parties in
the capitals of Europe, and less of the bait whereby
Baron Wangenheim hooked the Young Turks in August
and landed them in the Great War on October the 3ist.
Nor, of course, did I know of the indecisions at home and
incompetence on the spot which rendered abortive Mr.
Winston Churchill's skilful advocacy of the capture of the
Straits.

But it would be sacrilege to attempt the epic story of
Gallipoli In a few paragraphs. Although we only gained a
precarious foothold on the Peninsula by the battle of the
Six Beaches, it was enough to induce Italy to enter the
war (she signed the secret treaty of London on April the
26th) while the attack at Suvla Bay, failure though it
was, maintained the uneasy calm of the Balkans until the
fall of the year. The Allies did not achieve their purpose,
but the agonies and exaltations of those days served to
contain armies that might otherwise have been employed
with deadly effect In the Caucasus, Mesopotamia, or
Suez Canal.